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ment upset it. The water was lost. The hunter
terribly annoyed scolded the hawk and replaced
the cup. Again the cup was slowly filling up
and when it was filled, the hunter, happy to get
a drink of fresh water at last, once more
stretched out his hand to take it. But the hawk
upset the cup as before. The hunter was now
beside himself with rage and he killed his hawk
with one terrible blow. He placed the cup
again, certain of getting water this time. And
while he was waiting for the cup to fill up he
looked up to see where the water came from.
And what did he see ? A large snake was hang-
ing down from a branch high up in the tree. Its
mouth was wide open and from its mouth drop
by drop poison was falling into the cup. This
was what he had taken to be water. The hawk
had twice saved his life. And he had killed her.
With unspeakable regret the hunter buried his
old friend who had served him many years and
at last had saved his life. So you see," the
Swami said, "do not throw away what may be
your best friend. Consider carefully."

Need I say that such stories made me pause
and think?

And then there were many little incidents that
impressed me. One evening I came to the
Vedanta Home and said: "Swami, there is a
very fine concert to-night. It is an oratorio and
you will like it. You have never heard our
Western music, let us go!"

" But why should you care for those things ?"